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Naulcleros.

He feasts, I said, on every look of thine.

And death and life is every word thou speak'st

Hero.

Thou hast been ill advised, thou gentle youth,

And from the proper path has strayed thy mind.

For if most leniently I were to judge,

It still would seem thy thought does favor me.

But I am priestess in the goddess' shrine,

And am unwedded, as my vow commands.

Nor is it safe to think of wooing me,

For death is his who makes the rash attempt.

Therefore leave me my pitcher, and depart;

I should be sorry if you met with harm.

Leander.

0  let the ocean's depth be then my grave!

Hero.

Poor wretched man!   My heart feels deeply for thee!

NauMeros,

By pity, priestess, not alone be swayed,

Eeach out a helping hand to him who loves thee.

Hero.

What can I do ?   Thou know'st all I can say.

NauUeros.

Give him at least a single healing word.

Come here!   The bush keeps ofi the spying eye.

1  place thy pitcher near thee in the shade.
Come then, and vouchsafe us a single word.
Wilt thou not sit here?

Hero.

?Tis not meet to do so.

Naukl&ros.

Do it from pity for the suffering youth!

Hero (to Leander).
Then sit thee, too.raise my voice, the guards approach,
